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THE   DAY  — OF  JUDGMENT 


ENGLAND 

Who  would  not  live  for  her^ 
She  who  so   blesses? 

Who  would  not  give  for  her 
All  he  possesses? 

Harky  how  they  sigh  for  her, 
Outcasts   of  Edom! 

Mark  how  they  die  for  her. 
Children   of  Freedom! 


TENPENNY    DICK    STATES    THE    FACTS 

I  haven't  had  no  chat  with  Mr.  Asquith,  and  I  haven't 

got  the  tip  from  Teddy  Grey, 
To  tell  the  straight  and  honest  truth,  I  haven't  not 

a  notion  what  those  old  chaps  have  to  say; 
But  if,  as  man  to  man,  you  took  and  arst  me  the 

reason  for  this  up-and-at-'em  tiff, 
Not  employing  no  official  information,  I  could  tell 

you  all  the  facts  in  'alf  a  jiff. 

It  had  to  come,  old  cully, 

It  had  to  come,  all  right; 
The  German  goes  on  barking 

Till  someone  has  to  bite; 
It's  either  us  or  them,  mate. 

This  here's  the  final  scrum; 
They've  pushed  and  shoved  and  kicked  us 

Until  it  had  to  come. 

There  isn't  any  flesh  and  blood  existing,  not  from 

Ireland  to  the  mountains  of  Japan, 
What  is  more  disposed  to  peace  and  easy-going,  than 

what  I  am  as  a  father  and  a  man, 
And  I'm  'alf  inclined  to  'old  with  other  thinkers  as 

War  is  cruel  stupid  in  the  main, 
But  whenever   I   have   knocked   against   a   German, 

common  sense  has  made  me  hate  him  worse  than 

Cain. 

It  had  to  come,  old  cully, 
It  had  to  come,  all  right  .  .   . 
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The  Kaiser,  he's  a  national  disaster,  he's  a  danger 

to  the  public  going  large. 
And  his  jack-boot  strutting  bullies,  they're  the  limit, 

you  can  smell  'em  like  a  high  explosive  charge; 
Ho,  their  country  isn't  grand  enough  to  please  'em; 

ho,  they  want  to  run  the  planet  to  a  wreck; 
And  the  snorters  won't  be  happy  till  they  get  it,  and 

they'll  get  it — now  they're  arsting — in  the  neck ! 

It  had  to  come,  old  cully, 
It  had  to  come,  all  right  ... 


Now,  there  may  be  decent-living,  gentle  Germans, 

and  I'm  not  the  kind  to  say  as  there  are  not. 
But  the  Germans  what  I  read  of  in  the  papers,  and 

have  run  against  in  Rotherhithe,  are  hot; 
There    is    something    knock-you-down    about    the 

beggars,  and  the  way  they  stick  their  chests  out 

makes  you  creak; 
But  their  lingo! — it's  an  insult  to  creation;  and  their 

"  Germans  Over  All  "  is  — well,  it's  cheek. 

It  had  to  come,  old  cully. 
It  had  to  come,  all  right  ... 

When  a  lodger  in  the  house  where  you  are  living 

takes  to  nagging  and  to  shoving  you  about. 
Why,  at  first  you  tell  him  quiet  not  to  do  it,  and 

after,  if  he  don't,  you  chuck  him  out; 
It  isn't  you  that's  spoiling  for  a  quarrel,  it  isn't  you 

that  wants  to  show  your  pluck, 
It's  the  other  bloke  what  can't  contain  his  muscles, 

and  he'll  go  on  being  funny  till  he's  stuck. 
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It  had  to  come,  old  cully, 

It  had  to  come,  this  fight; 
The  Germans  think  as  no  one 

Except  theirselves  is  right; 
They  blow  their  cocky  trumpet. 

They  bang  their  boasting  drum, 
And  arst  and  arst  for  trouble — 

By  crikey,  now  it's  comel 
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CASUS    BELLI 

War  for  the  end  of  War, 
Fighting  that  Fighting  cease; 

Why  do  our  cannon  roar? 
For  a  thousand  years  of  Peace. 


HANDING    DOWN 

Soldiery  what  are  you  writing 
By  the  side  of  your  cooling  gun  ? 

Sir^  since  Pm  stopped  from  fightings 
A  word  to  my  little  son. 

Tell  me  the  thing  you^ve  written^ 

For  I  love  the  writer^ s  art: 
Sir,  that  to  be  a  Briton 

Is  worth  a  broken  heart. 

Show  me  so  fine  a  letter 

That  you  write  in  the  trenches  mud: 
Sir^  you  could  read  it  better 

Were  it  not  for  the  stain  of  blood. 

Soldier y  tell  me  your  story ^ 

Your  eyes  grow  bright  and  wide: 

Sir^  ifs  a  taste  of  glory 

To  think  of  the  young  one^s  pride. 

Would  you  like  to  be  a  soldier,  little  Tommy-all- 

my-own, 
Would  you  like  to  tip  the  Kaiser  off  his  high  and 

mighty  throne? 
Would  you  like   to  be  with  father  in   a  well-dug 

British  trench, 
Knocking  spots  off  German  Generals  and   saluting 

General  French? 


a^  FIGHTING    LINES 

Would  I  lilce  to  be  with  Tommy,  little  Tommy-all- 

my-own, 
Would  I  give  a  month  of  Sundays  just  to  see  how 

he  has  grown? 
Yes !  Pd  like  to  be  a  dustman  in  the  poorest  London 

streets 
For  the  chance  of  meeting  Tommy  with  a  gumboil 

made  of  sweets. 

If  you  want  to  be  where  I  am,  why,  I  want  to  be 

with  you. 
But  Pm  here  to  show  a  tyrant  that  a  Briton's  word 

is  true. 
We  must  stand  by  little   Belgium,  we  must  fight 

till  fighting  ends. 
We  must  show  the  foes  of  Britain  that  we  don't 

desert  our  friends. 

Don't  you  go  and  think,  my  Tommy,  little  Tommy- 

all-my-own. 
That  we're  squabbling  here  for  nothing,  that  we're 

growling  for  a  bone  : 
We  are  here  for  Britain's  honour,  for  our  freedom, 

for  our  peace. 
And  we're  also  here,  my  Tommy,  that  these  wicked 

wars  may  cease. 

Don't  you  say  that  I  am  funky,  don't  you  say  that 

I  am  sick, 
Boy,  I'm  half  afraid  to  tell  you,  but  I  love  it  when 

it's  thick — 
When    the   shells  are   screaming,  bursting,  and   the 

whistling  bullets  wail, 
God  forgive  me,  but  I  love  it,  and  I  fight  with  tooth 

and  nail. 


HANDING    DOWN  9 

But  it's  after, — looking  round  us,  missing  friends, 

and  finding  dead. 
It  is  then  the  British  soldier  gets  a  fancy  in  his  head. 
And  he  swears  by  God  in  heaven  that  the  man  who 

starts  a  war. 
Should     go    swimming    into    judgment    down    an 

avalanche  of  gore. 

That's  what  makes  us  such  great  fighters,  and  Pd 
have  you  be  the  same, 

Love  your  country  like  a  good  un,  hold  your  head 
up,  play  the  game, 

Be  a  straight  and  pleasant  neighbour,  be  a  cool,  un- 
ruffled  man. 

But  when  bullies  want  a  thrashing,  why,  you  thrash 
them  all  you  can. 

While    you    say    your    prayers,    my    Tommy,  little 

Tommy-all-my-own, 
Asking  God  to  save  your  Daddy,  I  send  this  one 

to  His  throne : 
Save  my  little  lad  from  slaughter,  guard  his  heart 

and  mind  from  wrong, 
Keep  him  sweet  and  kind  and  gentle,  yes,  but  make 

him  awful  strong. 

Good-night,  my  little  Tommy,  here's  your  Daddy's 
good-bye  kiss. 

Don't  forget  what  I  have  told  you,  and  remember 
also  this — 

If  I  don't  come  back  to  see  you,  I  shall  die  without 
a  groan, 

For  it's  great  to  fall  for  Freedom,  little  Tommy-all- 
my-own. 


THE   TRIBUTE 

Not  by  the  valour  of  Belgium,  nor  the  lightning  sabre 

of  France, 
Not  by  the  thunder  of  Britain's  Fleet,  and  the  Bear's 

unchecked  advance, 
Not  by  these  fears.  Lord  Kaiser,  tho'  they  shatter 

a  tyrant's  lust. 
Is  your  heart  most  darkly  troubled,  and  your  soul 

brought  down  to  the  dust; 

But  by  the  great  affirming  of  the  lands  we  have  knit 

as  one; 
By    the    love,    the   passionate   loyal    love,    of    each 

separate  free-born   son  : 
Canada  cries,  "We  are  coming!  "  and  Australasia, 

'*  We  come!  " 
And  you  scowl  that  no  Boer  is  rising  at  the  beat  of 

your  German  drum. 

And  the  sons  of  Ind  bear  witness — we  have  grumbled, 

but  now  no  more; 
We  have  shared  your  plentiful  righteous  Peace,  we 

will  share  your  righteous  War. 
Trust  us  to  guard  your  Honour,  one  with  yours  is 

our  breath; 
You  have  dealt  us  an  even  justice,  we  are  yours 

to  the  gates  of  Death. 


THE    TRIBUTE  ii 

Here  in  these  ringing  islands  where  we  wrought  for 

the  things  of  peace, 
Where  we  quarrelled  and  stormed  in  factions,  at  a 

stroke  all  factions  cease. 
And  there  in  the  vast  dominions,  more  free  than  your 

Prussian   lords. 
The  women  are  shouting  for  England  and  the  men 

are  drawing  their  swords. 


THE    SWORDS    OF    INDIA 

Dedicated    to     His     Highness     the     Maharaja     of 

Mysore 

They  said,  the  gentle  Germans  said: 

'*  When  we,  the  mighty  host,  attack 
This  England  whom  the  nations  dread, 

India  will  strike  her  in  the  back!  " 
But  you  another  tale  unfold; 

You  offer  treasure,  and  your  lords 
Cry  to  their  Emperor,   "  Sire,  behold 

Our  swords,  our  myriad  swords!  " 

They  said,  the  jealous  Germans  said : 

"This  bloated  England,  like  a  beast, 
Too  long  her  coward  soul  has  fed 

At  the  rich  manger  of  the  East!  " 
But  you  who  scorn  the  tyrant's  lash, 

Our  Peace  the  shield  of  all  your  hordes. 
Under  the  Flag  of  England  flash 

Your  swords,  your  warrior  swords! 

They  said,  the  jeering  Germans  said : 

**  India,  who  waits,  will  not  be  loth — " 
Her  conscripts'  blood  be  on  the  head 

Of  them  who  lied  about  us  both! 
India,  with  us  you  live  and  breathe. 

Our  steadfast  will  with  yours  accords; 
God  knows  our  pride  when  you  unsheathe 

Your  swords,  your  faithful  swords! 


FALL    IN 

What  will  you  lack,  sonny,  what  will  you  lack 

When  the  girls  line  up  the  street. 
Shouting  their  love  to  the  lads  come  back 

From  the  foe  they  rushed  to  beat  ? 
Will  you  send  a  strangled  cheer  to  the  sky 

And  grin  till  your  cheeks  are  red  ? 
But  what  will  you  lack  when  your  mate  goes  by 

With  a  girl  who  cuts  you  dead? 

Where  will  you  look,  sonny,  where  will  you  look 

When  your  children  yet  to  be 
Clamour  to  learn  of  the  part  you  took 

In  the  W^ar  that  kept  men  free  ? 
Will  you  say  it  was  naught  to  you  if  France 

Stood  up  to  her  foe  or  bunked? 
But  where  will  you  look  when  they  give  the  glance 

That  tells  you  they  know  you  funked? 

How  will  you  fare,  sonny,  how  will  you  fare 

In  the  far-off  winter  night. 
When  you  sit  by  the  fire  in  an  old  man's  chair 

And  your  neighbours  talk  of  the  fight? 
Will  you  slink  away,  as  it  were  from  a  blow, 

Your  old  head  shamed  and  bent? 
Or  say — I  was  not  with  the  first  to  go. 

But  I  went,  thank  God,  I  went? 


14  FIGHTING    LINES 

Why  do  they  call,  sonny,  why  do  they  call 

For  men  who  are  brave  and  strong? 
Is  it  naught  to  you  if  your  country  fall. 

And  Right  is  smashed  by  Wrong? 
Is  it  football  still  and  the  picture  show, 

The  pub  and  the  betting  odds. 
When  your  brothers  stand  to  the  tyrant's  blow 

And  Britain's  call  is  God's? 


ONE    AND    ALL 

(The  Toung  Men  Ask  a  Question) 

What  sends  our  hearts  to  zero,  tho^  England^s  calling. 

Come  f 
The  Balaclava  Hero  in  workhouse,  doss,  and  slum. 

Hold  hard  before  you  call  us  names. 

We're  not  afraid  to  die, 
We'll  down  our  tools,  we'll  quit  our  games, 

We'll  learn  to  shoot  or  iiy, 
We'll  march  until  our  feet  are  sore, 

We'll  stand  until  we're  stunned; 
But  will  you  find  two  million  more 

To  swell  the  women's  fund? 

We  are  rolling  up  in  thousands  and  we're  not  afraid 

to  die; 
We  are  ready  with  our  bodies,  and  we've  kissed  our 

girls  good-bye; 
Don't  forget  what  we  are  giving,  we  who  have  to 

earn  our  living, 
Don't  forget  what  risks  we're  taking,  we  who've 

naught  but  our  own  making; 
You  have  told  us,  pretty  nasty,  to  stand  up  and  face 

the  smash; 
V/ell,    we're    standing    up    in    thousands — are    you 

putting  down   the  cash? 
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We're  giving  up  ovir  so  and  so, 

Our  fun  and  all  the  rest; 
Your  little  street-bred  people  go 

To  fight  their  little  best; 
Our  youth,  our  strength  will  put  it  thro', 

We'll  do  what  England  bids : 
But  you're  a  part  of  England,  too — 

Now,  what  about  the  Kids? 

Before  you  call  us  hang-backs,  face 

This  simple  piece  of  Krupp — 
You've  got  to  fill  the  earner's  place, 

What  have  you  given  up  ? 
Old  sport,  you  mustn't  scorn  the  ruck 

And  sneer  'em  out  of  bounds, 
Not  till  the  Fund  that  shows  your  pluck 

Is  Fifty  Million  Pounds. 

The  young  man  gives  his  trashy  all 

And  gives  it  with  his  heart. 
The  rich  man  of  his  lucky  haul 

Gives  but  a  tiny  part. 
Most  precious,  precious  things  we've  quit 

Altho'  our  homes  are  poor; 
Gents,  while  we're  standing  up  to  hit 

The  wolf  is  at  the  door! 

We  are  rolling  up  in  thousands  and  we've  chucked 

our  jobs  behind, 
We  have  kissed  our  girls  and  mothers  and  we've 

told  them  not  to  mind; 
Don't  forget  what  we  are  losing,  we  who've  done 

our  bit  of  choosing, 
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Don't  forget  the  risks  we're  running,  we  who've 

got  our  dose  of  cunning; 
You  have  told  us,  mighty  bitter,  to  come  out  and 

save  the  crash; 
Well,    we're    coming   out    in    thousands — are    you 

holding  back  the  cash? 

What  sends  our  hearts  to  zero,  tho^  England^s  calling. 

Come  ? 
The  Balaclava  Hero  in  workhouse,  doss,  and  slum. 


THE    OLD    MAN'S    SHARE 

Go  with  my  blessing,  lad  most  sweet; 

No  thought  of  me  shall  hold  you  back : 
Be  last  in  every  fierce  retreat, 

Be  first  in  every  swift  attack; 
Your  blood  is  up  to  meet  the  foe: 
Braver  am  I! — ^I  let  you  go; 
Old  men,  as  well,  must  pay  War's  price; 
Well,  here's  your  father's  sacrifice. 

I  watched  you  on  your  mother's  breast, 

I  stood  on  guard  to  see  you  walk, 
I  never  gave  the  neighbours  rest 

The  day  you  first  began  to  talk! 
I've  seen  you  bath'd,  I've  heard  your  prayers, 

Sung  you  to  sleep !     But  battle,  glares. 

And  old  men,  too,  must  pay  War's  price; 
Well,  here's  your  father's  sacrifice. 

For  you  I  made  myself  a  slave, 

For  you  I  put  the  takings  by; 
I  said,  **  My  bonnie  boy  shall  have 

This  little  business  when  I  die." 
I  used  to  dream  of  days  to  be. 
You  working  here  beside  of  me! 
But  old  men,  too,  must  pay  War's  price; 
So  here's  your  father's  sacrifice. 
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There's  awful  silence  in  the  shop  : 
At  night  I  sit  and  watch  your  chair : 

How  often  in  the  day  I  stop 
To  catch  your  footfall  on  the  stair! 

Ah,  boy,  if  I  could  hear  your  voice, 

Your  whistle!     But,  you've  made  your  choice; 

Then  old  men,  too,  must  pay  War's  price; 

Well,  here's  your  father's  sacrifice. 

Lad,  from  my  knees  I  rise,  I  rise! 

The  thought  has  come.  If  he  had  stayed? 
I  might  have  feared  to  meet  your  eyes, 

I  might  have  thought,  Is  he  afraid? 
Go,  then,  my  brave,  my  precious  boy; 
Go,  all  my  comfort,  all  my  joy — 
Go  forth  on  duty's  glorious  track ! 
God  in  His  mercy  bring  you  back. 


BATTLE    PRIESTS 

These  are  God's  witnesses  who  stand 
Where  weeping  England  counts  her  loss. 

Who  lift  with  firm  and  holy  hand. 
High  o'er  the  tumult  Jesu's  Cross; 

And,  'mid  the  swaying  Armies,  drown 
War's  angry  clang  with  words  of  Life, 

Bringing  to  those  the  eternal  Crown 
Slain  in  the  momentary  strife. 

How  beautiful  the  feet  that  go 

Where  the  shell  shocks  the  unshielded  line, 
Soothing  the  soldier's  dying  throe 

With  comfortable  Bread  and  Wine! 

O,  while  the  legions  crash  and  reel. 
Triumphant  hear  them  name  the  Name, 

Breathing  the  living  Words  that  steal 
Like  music  through  the  burning  frame! 

Death  threats  them  on  the  echoing  ground 

And  from  the  riven  air  above. 
What  time  the  warrior  hears  the  sound 

O'er  volleying  peal  of  Heaven's  love. 
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Death  beats  their  faces  with  his  breath, 
Mocks  them  with  discord  of  the  strife; 

But  not  for  them  the  fear  of  Death 
Who  are  the  messengers  of  Life. 

Theirs  not  to  win  the  flaming  height 
With  crimson  lance  and  smoking  sword; 

Yet  are  they  victors  in  the  fight 
Led  by  their  scourged  and  dying  Lord. 

And  to  the  peaceful  skies  above, 
Up  from  the  torn  and  twisted  sod, 

Wing  the  white  souls  they  loose  with  love 
To  testify  the  deed  to  God. 
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SAVED! 

More  than  one  thousand  men  have  joined  the  colours 
from  the  Salvation  Army  Social  Institutions. 

A  little  chap  in  uniform,  he  took  me  by  the  arm, 
His  eye  was  like  a  melting  bun,  his  voice  was  like 

a  charm; 
He  says,  My  friend,  you're  hungry,  and  your  clothes 

are  thin  and  frayed, 
Now,  come  along,  says  he,   and   join  the  King  of 

Kings'  brigade! 
I  says,  I  was  a  soldier  once,  but  now,  no  never  more ! 
I'll  see  this  country  smashed,  I  says,  Pve  had  my 

whack  of  War! 
Pooh — pooh,  says  he,  you've  never  yet  put  up  one 

single  fight. 
You're   down  because  you  funked;   now  come,  and 

wash  your  spirit  white. 

Ho,  I've  slung  my  sins  behind  me 

And  I'm  marching  to  the  front. 
If  old  Satan  wants  to  find  me 

It's  out  there  he'll  have  to  hunt; 
I've  a  feel  of  soap  and  water. 

And  I'm  in  with  Christian  men; 
Ho,  a  bloke  can  stand  some  slaughter 

When  he  knows  he's  born  agen! 


SAVED 
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Yes,  he  took  me  to  a  shelter  and  he  give  me  bread 

and  soup, 
He  didn't  teach  me  how  to  drill  nor  how  to  loop 

the  loop, 
But  that  little  chap  he  taught  me  how  to  wash  my 

sins  away, 
And  he  prayed  me  into  heaven  and  he  signed  me 

on  to  K! 
There  was  others  there  the  same  as  me,  the  blackest 

lot  on  earth. 
He  treated  all  like  mother's  sons;  God  knows,  says 

he,  your  worth; 
His  Blood  and  Fire  it  shook  us,  but  his  kindness 

did  the  trick, 
And  we're  off  to  do  some  fighting,  and  we  hopes 

to  get  it  thick. 

A  thousand  strong  and  more  we  are,  all  taken  up 

and  saved, 
A  thousand  broken  wretched  brutes  who  loafed  and 

boozed  and  raved. 
And  but  for  these  Salvationists,  ha,  there's  a  tale 

to  tell! 
We  might  have  been  in  prison  now  and  finished  up 

in  hell. 
Instead    of    that  we're  marching  with  a  Hallelujah 

swing, 
A  thousand  men  and  more  (salute!)  for  England  and 

the  King! 
We've  lost  our  taste  for  Wrong,  and  got  the  feci 

for  what  is  Right, 
And   we've   learned   the  finest    trick    on   earth   for 

winning  any  fight. 
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Ho,  we've  slung  our  sins  behind  us, 

And  we're  marching  to  the  front, 
If  the  Devil  wants  to  find  us, 

Why,  it's  there  he'll  have  to  hunt. 
We've  a  feel  of  soap  and  water. 

And  we're  in  with  Christian  men; 
Ho,  a  chap  can  do  some  slaughter 

When  he  knows  he's  born  agen! 


BY    THEIR    FRUITS 

Prussian  Vulture, 

Scream  of  Culture 
Round  the  ruins  of  Louvain! 

Rheims  is  burning 

While  your  learning 
Boasts  a  lordship  of  the  brain. 

Prussian  Vulture, 

Scream  of  Culture 
O'er  the  ashes  of  Termonde; 

Satyr  searches, 

Maids  and  churches 
Violated,  like  your  bond. 

Prussian  Vulture, 

Scream  of  Culture 
To  the  wounded  you  have  killed, 

To  the  maiden 

Heavy  laden 
With  the  lust  your  butchers  swilled. 

Prussian  Vulture, 
Scream  of  Culture 

O'er  the  slaughtered  priest  and  nun- 
Mutilation 
Of  a  nation 

Not  so  cultured  as  the  Hun! 
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Prussian  Vulture, 
Scream  of  Culture 

To  the  races  yet  unstirred 
By  your  lootings, 
Burnings,  shootings, 

And  your  bloody  broken  word. 

Prussian  Vulture, 

Scream  of  Culture 
O'er  your  devil's  floating  mine, 

While  unfrightened 

Less  enlightened 
Nations  call  you  perjured  swine. 

Smashed,  disbanded, 
Henceforth  branded 

With  black  infamous  disgrace, 
By  repentance 
Seek  fresh  entrance 

To  the  outraged  human  race. 


NEUTRAL? 

To  the  Humanity  of  America 

When  men  are  told  in  years  ahead 

How  Fury  forced  the  Belgian  door, 
Ravished  young  maids,  struck  children  dead. 

And  fired  the  houses  of  the  poor, 
Will  none,  if  still  that  nation  lives 

Our  sires  with  blood  and  sweat  begat. 
Ask  with  the  pride  your  greatness  gives — 

"What  said  America  to  that?" 

Your  children,  told  how  Belgium  stood 

In  flames  that  once  were  called  Louvain, 
And  dashing  from  her  eyes  the  blood 

Struck  at  her  foe  and  struck  again. 
Shall  feel  their  hearts  within  them  burn 

To  know  the  righteous  word  you  said; 
God!  w^hen  the  silent  truth  they  learn 

For  you  your  sons  shall  hang  the  head. 

We  ask  not  that  of  all  your  hosts 

One  man,  one  sword,  be  sacrificed : 
Your  cousins  guard  these  ancient  coasts 

Your  kinsmen  charge  this  Antichrist; 
But  we  expect  your  mighty  voice 

With  judgment  thro'  the  world  to  run — 
O  Land  of  Freedom,  make  your  choice, 

Are  you  for  Belgium  or  the  Hun  ? 
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We  ask  not  that  your  shells  should  shriek 

Above  the  flaming  hill  we  climb, 
But  speak,  O  sons  of  Lincoln,  speak, 

Silence  in  such  an  hour  is  crime; 
Your  children  judge  you  if  you  stand 

In  hearing  of  the  Belgian  cry. 
Not  only  with  the  folded  hand. 

But  with  the  cold  averted  eye! 

The  soul  has  got  her  piercing  steel, 

The  heart  her  fierce  consuming  fire, 
O  make  your  voice  like  thunder  peal. 

All  nations  of  the  earth  inspire! 
We  know  your  heart  for  Belgium  bleeds. 

But  speak  your  soul,  declare  your  mind — 
Speak  till  the  sin-red  Tyrant  heeds 

The  Voice  of  God  and  all  Mankind. 


TIPPERARY 

No  more  of  turgid  pompous  rhyme 

Or  songs  that  march  with  banners  flying, 
Rave  not  in  England's  name  subhme, 

Curse  not  the  War  Lord  for  his  lying; 
Nor  shout  of  squadrons  streaming  forth, 

Of  cannon  baying  from  the  height, 
Of  bayonets  flaming  into  wrath 

And  sabres  flashing  out  to  smite; 
But  tell  in  homely  simple  phrase 

Well  suited  to  the  common  mind, 
Of  those  who  keep  domestic  ways 

And  mend  the  wreckage  left  behind. 
Your  splendid  songs  will  not  outlast 

Those  ancient  jigs  the  troops  are  humming, 
No  soldier  stops  to  heed  your  blast. 

Or  fights  the  better  for  your  drumming; 
But  here  are  hearts  sad  beatingr  time 

To  music  Life  itself  is  sighing, — 
No  more  of  turgid  pompous  rhyme 

Or  songs  that  march  with  banners  flying. 


THE  MAN  WHO  KEEPS  HIS  HEAD 

There's  a  man  who  fights  for  England,  and  he'll 

keep  her  still  atop, 
He  will  guard  her  from  dishonour  in  the  market 

and  the  shop. 
He  will  save  her  homes  from  terror  on  the  fields 

of  Daily  Bread, 
He's  the  man  who  sticks  to  business,  he's  the  man 

who  keeps  his  head. 

Let  the  foe  who  strikes  at  England  hear  her  wheels 

of  commerce  turn, 
Let  the  ships  that  war  with  England  see  her  factory 

furnace  burn; 
For  the  foe  most  fears  the  cannon,  and  his  heart 

most  quails  with  dread. 
When  behind  the  man  in  khaki   is  the  man  who 

keeps  his  head. 

Brand   him   traitor   and   assassin   who   with  miser's 

coward  mood 
Has  his  gold  locked  up  in  secret  and  his  larders 

stored  with  food. 
Who  has  cast  adrift  his  workers,  who  lies  sweating 

in  his  bed. 
And  who  snarls  to  hear  the  laughter  of  the  man 

who  keeps  his  head. 
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Let  the  poor  man  teach  the  rich  man  for  the  poor 

man's  constant  strife 
Is  from  day  to  day  to  seek  work,  day  by  day  to 

war  with  life, 
And  the  poor  man's  home  hangs  ever  by  a  frail  and 

brittle  thread, 
And   the  poor   man's  often   hungry,   but   the   poor 

man  keeps  his  head. 

When  the  ships  come  back  from  slaughter,  and  the 

troops  march  home  from  war, 
When  the  havoc  strewn  behind  us  threats  the  road 

that  lies  before. 
Every  hero  shall  be  welcomed,  every  orphan  shall 

be  fed, 
By  the  man  who  stuck  to  business,  by  the  man  who 

kept  his  hestd. 


THE  WALLS  OF  JELLICOE 

(Being  Reflections  of  an  A,B,  somewhere  in  the 
region  of  the  Arctic  Circle.) 

When  you  yawn  your  way  upstairs,  shake  your  duds 
off,  bolt  your  prayers,  and  blinking  on  the 
pillow  lay  your  head — lucky  brute! 

Ere  you  shut  your  eyes  and  snore,  heave  a  thought 
to  this  here  War,  and  consider  how  you  get 
your  daily  bread — cheese  and  all! 

For  no  Prussian  bullets  rain  on  your  pretty  window- 
pane;  no  Uhlans  rush  your  room  to  draw 
your  teeth; 

You're  not  screaming  full  of  dread  for  the  kiddies 
overhead  or  the  kitten  in  the  kitchen  under- 
neath— pretty  puss! 

And  for  why  ?  Because  you  know,  tho'  no  gratitude 
you  show,  that  a  lot  of  lumps  of  steel  with 
works   inside — tic-a-tac! 

Are  for  ever  on  the  feel  round  the  funk-hole  out 
of  Kiel  where  the  little  bluecoat  boys  of 
William  hide. 

But  you  ought  to  lie  awake,  yerse,  you  did  and  no 
mistake,  just  to  fancy  how  we  beggars  rub 
along. 

On  a  nippy  T.B.D.  rolling  nasty  in  the  sea  on  a 
moonless  night  with  breakers  going  strong 
— hold  my  hand! 
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When  we're  steaming  thro'  the  dark  showing  not  a 

blink  or  spark,  and  watching  for  a  mine  or 

pufF  of  smoke, 
And  hoping  that  the  nose  of  the  German  when  it 

shows  may  be  punched  into  a  blooming  kind 

of  joke — falling  flat! 


On  the  Flagship's  bridge  a  Man  takes  a  long  and 

quiet  scan  of  a  certain  bit  of  coastline  lying 

east — Vaterland! 
And  it's  him  what  has  to   think  how  to  get  you 

meat  and  drink,  and  likewise  how  to  save 

you  from  the  Beast; 
It  is  him,  too,  has  to  know  how  and  where  to  smash 

the  foe  as  soon  as  e'er  that  foe  is  on  the 

crawl. 
He  must  make  his  mind  up  slick  and  let  at  'em 

awful  quick,  and  spoil  old  Tirpitz'  mug  for 

good  and  all — Full  inside! 
There  is  no  one  by  to  say,  Can  I  lend  a  hand  J.  J.? 

There  is  no   one  near   to   treat  him  like  a 

friend, 
He's  the  loneliest  bloke  at  sea,  and  thank  God  it 

isn't  me,  but  you're  safe  while  he  is  keeping 

up  his  end; 
He   is   Admiral   Issimo,   which   is   Johnny   Jellicoe, 

and   I  hope  you'll  breathe  his  name  in  all 

your  prayers — don^t  forget! 
For  he's  You  and  Me  and  All,  and  if  his  old  walls 

should  fall,  Earth  would  close  for  alterations 

and  repairs — Burn  the  map! 
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Now  Pll  leave  you  to  your  sleep  with  the  hope  that 

food   is  cheap,   and   wishing   that   the  news 

may  quickly  run — 
How   the  German   Fleet   that  was   isn't  any   more 

because   the   Ocean    hadn't   room   for   more 

than  one — Schlafen  wohl! 


BURGOMASTER    MAX 

Here's  a  cheer  for  the  man  who  could  fit  out  a  laugh, 

And  send  it  to  tickle  our  eyes, 
When  the  Prussians  were  burning  our  houses  like 
chaff 
And  killing  our  people  like  flies. 
He's  as  good  as  twenty  Generals  in  the  field — 

pom-pom ! 
He's  a  winner  where  the  other  fellows  yield — 

pom-pom ! 
Oh,  a  bursting  bit  of  shrapnel  and  a  sure  and 
certain   shield 
Is  our  bonnie  little  Burgomaster  Max! 
In    a    hundred   bloodless    tussles — pompy-pom- 

pom-pom, 
He  has   saved   our  captured  Brussels — pompy- 
pom-pom-pom, 
And  he  hasn't  (catch  him  at  It!)  paid  the 
Tax! 

Max,   Max! 

Then    we'll   wink   the  other  eye    till   the   War 

Lords  rip  and  fly 
From  the  master  peace  of  Burgomaster  Max. 

Our  children  will  sing  with  delight  for  all  time 
Of  the  Briton,  the  French,  and  the  Russian, 

But  most  of  the  man  who  with  humour  sublime 
Pulled  the  goose-stepping  leg  of  the  Prussian. 


36  FIGHTING    LINES 

Like  gods  of  creation  the  Prussians  came  in 
To  adjudge  and  dictate  and  condemn, 

They  occupied  Brussels.     Said  Max  with  a  grin, — 
Well,  I  think  I  can  occupy  them! 

He  kept  them  so  busy  with  this  and  with  that. 

He  held  them  so  tight  by  the  throat. 
That  they  dreaded  the  tilt  of  his  shiny  top-hat 

And  the  set  of  his  civic  frock-coat. 

Oh,  the  Prussian  can  frighten  an  old  maiden  aunt, 

The  Prussian  can  call  for  a  Tax, 
And  the  Prussian  can  bluster  and  swagger,  but  can't 

Take  the  shine  out  of  good  little  Max. 

He's    as    smart   as    fifty  Ministers   at   Court — 

pom-pom ! 
He's  a  battery,  an  air-ship,  and  a  fort — pom- 
pom! 
Oh,  a  top-hole  jerry-diddler  and  a  very  splendid 
sport. 

Is  our  bonnie  little  Burgomaster  Max ! 
With   a    hundred   cheerful    ruses-^pompy-pom- 

pom-pom. 
He  has  cooked   the  Prussian   Gooses — pompy- 
pom-pom-pom, 
And  he  wouldn't,  simply  wouldn't  pay  the 
Tax! 

Max,   Max! 

So  we'll  hold  our  sides  and  laugh  at  the  Kaiser's 

Golden  Calf 
Which  was  pulled  by  little  Burgomaster  Max! 


*' BERLIN  TO  PARIS!" 

You  treated  France  with  scorn  and  chaff 
LTn wisely  did  you  boast  and  buck:      ' 

In  future,  to  prevent  a  laugh, 

Don't  count  your  chickens  till  they  Kluck 
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BOY     SCOUT 

Once  round  a  tuckshop  window,  hands  in  his  pockets, 
he  hung, 

Or  ran  to  a  row  round  the  corner,  or  ran  from  the 
bell  he  had  rung. 

Or  gaped  at  a  game  of  football,  or  chivvied  a  harm- 
less cat — 

This  king  in  a  shirt  and  knickers,  with  his  pole  and 
his  cowboy  hat! 

But  a  trumpet  sang  from  the  meadows,  and  the  city 
rang  with  a  shout, 

And  the  boy  leapt  into  his  boyhood  with  the  magical 
name  of  Scout; 

Suddenly  braced  his  body,  suddenly  found  his  soul. 

And  vaulted  to  Eldorado  at  the  end  of  a  hefty  pole. 


There  came  to  him  m.en  of  glory  who  spoke  of  a 

goodly  game, 
Who  told  of  a  life  in  the  open  and  the  pride  of  a 

gallant  fame. 
And  he  gave  them  his  soul  and  body  to  discipline, 

shape,  and  train, 

And  they  taught  him  the  works  of  God  and  the  use 

of  a  Cockney  brain; 
38 
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From  end  to  end  of  the  kingdom,  from  shore  to 

shore  of  the  coast. 
Strong  in  their  steadied  thousands  up  rises  a  martial 

host. 
And  the  foe,  when  he  comes,  shall  be  rattled  and 

riven  and  put  to  rout 
By  the  flower  of  to-morrow's  army — the  lad  who  has 

learned  to  scout. 

They  have  taught  him  the  march  and  the  double  that 

conquer  stiffness  and  stitch, 
To  fend  for  himself  in  rations  and  cook  a  pot  in  a 

ditch. 
To  patch  a  hole  in  his  knickers,  to  nurse  his  speed 

for  a  burst, 
To  like  what  is  good  and  wholesome,  and  to  love 

his  country  first. 
Proud  of  his  wind  and  muscle,  proud  of  his  corps 

and  kit, 
He  goes  in   the  pluck  of  a  body  that  is  perfectly 

strung  and  fit. 
Quick    in    the    uptake,    nippy,  and  learned  in  the 

hunter's  lore. 
The  Handy  Man  of  the  ocean  has  a  brother  at  last 

ashore. 

Here's  to  the  youth  of  England,  boys  of  the  young 

brigade, 
Who  march  in  their  shirts  and  knickers,  gallant  and 

unafraid. 
Glory  to  these  young  lions,  whelps  of  the  ancient 

breed, 
Mustering    brisk    and   radiant    in    the    shadow    of 

England's  need. 
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Many  a  mighty  hero  who  made  our  England  great 
Smiles  from  the  field  of  heaven,  blessing  this  Fifth 

Estate. 
Here  is  the  great  assurance,  here  is  the  certain  sign — 
The  heirs  have  claimed  from  the  future  their  place 

in  the  nation's  line. 


OUR    PLACE   IN   THE   SUN 


THE   SHEPHERDS 

An  Ode  of  Welcome  to  the  Delegates  to  the 
First  Imperial  Press  Conference 

I 

Mother  of  many  Nations!    take  not  now 

Thy  shield,  thy  trident;    but  put  on  the  charms 
Of  summer  sweetness,  and  with  opening  arms, 
Love  on  thy  lips  and  welcome  on  thy  brow. 
Proudly  go  down  to  gather  from  the  sea 
This  band  of  brothers,  this  good  company, 

These  shepherds  of  the  flocks  beyond  thy  sight 
Who  serve  thee  day  and  night. 
For  these  are  sons,  who  watch  afar 
The  glory  of  thy  morning  star. 
Who  scan  the  boding  signs  with  steady  eyes 
That  move  towards  them  from  thy  northern  skies; 
And,  minding  on  the  hills  each  scattered  flock. 

Look  ofttimes  back  across  the  injurious  dark, 
To  catch  the  striking  of  the  homestead  clock 

And  take  assurance  from  the  watchdog's  bark; 
These  from  their  shepherding  on  distant  wolds 

Bring  tidings  of  the  folds. 
Bring  wisdom  out  of  worlds  beyond  thy  sea 
And  longings  learned  in  lands  that  laugh  they  are 
so  free. 
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II 


Welcome,  my  shepherds  of  the  distant  folds! 

Sit  at  my  JDoard  and  take  your  ease  and  tell 

All  ye  have  seen,  and  whether  all  be  well, 
Most,  if  the  old  love  holds. 
For  that  old  kindred  love  which  makes  men  one 
Hurdles  you  from  the  Wolf,  but  once  undone 

Lets  in  upon  ye  all  the  hungry  pack; 
You  are  most  weak,  being  many,  if  ye  drift; 

But  there's  no  Envy  you  shall  not  beat  back 
If  one  the  watch  ye  keep  and  one  the  arm  ye  lift. 


Ill 

Therefore  your  speech  shall  first  and  foremost  tell 
If  still  Love  calls  from  sea  to  sea  All's  Well, 
If  still  the  young  men's  heart,  who  use  my  tongue. 
Beats  true  to  me  from  whom  ye  all  are  sprung. 
Still  feels  the  old  deep  longings  and  the  ties 
That  make  men  kindred  whatsoe'er  the  skies. 
Still,  with  my  history  flowing  in  their  blood, 
Bridge  the  far-sundering  seas  with  brotherhood. 

My  sons  must  wander,  for  the  sea  is  theirs. 
Strong  must  they  grow  and  boldly  must  they  range, 

And  get  new  heritage  and  serve  new  heirs, 
But  the  rich  blood  within  them  must  not  change; 
The  mysteries  of  kin  and  birth 
Must  hold  ye  one  against  the  earth ; 
Let  each  be  free,  let  each  pursue  his  goal. 
But  one  the  racial  fire,  no,  no  apostasy  of  soul. 
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IV 

Then  the  while  ye  eat  and  drink. 

Tell  me  straightly  what  ye  think, 
Like  children  at  the  mother's  board,  who  speak 

Clean  from  the  heart,  nor  tremble 

Lest  they  pain  her,  nor  dissemble; 
But,  since  the  truth  will  strengthen  what  is  weak 
xA.nd  keep  the  mother's  house  from  evil  days. 
And  since  good  counsel  is  the  soul  of  praise, 
Utter  the  thing  they  think  before  they  go  their  ways. 


Then  a  little  while  rejoice 

Ere  ye  turn  to  toil  and  stress. 
In  this  isle  where  Shakespeare's  voice 

Hallowed  every  loveliness. 
Take  your  pleasure,  care  at  rest, 
On  this  green-apparel'd  breast, 
Where  your  fathers  learned  my  name. 
Whence  your  mothers'  beauty  came. 
Where  the  ivied  churches  stand 
That  joined  them  holy  hand  to  hand. 
Here  did  Cromwell  raise  the  sword, 
And  here  did  Milton  take  the  pen 
That  made  the  faithful  scribe  a  lord 

Over  vassal-hearted  men. 
(Ye  who  follow  him,  whose  word 

Runs  beyond  the  city  gate. 
See  that  what  ye  write  accord 

With  the  soul  that  made  me  great.) 
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Here  my  poets,  names  in  story, 
Sang  the  sacred  song  of  glory, 
Made  the  speech  ye  use  to-day 
In  young  Englands  far  away; 
Listen!    all  my  woodlands  ring 
With  the  song  that  they  did  sing, 
Every  greenhill,  vale,  and  stream 
Keeps  the  song  and  holds  the  dream; 
Wheresoe'er  your  eyes  shall  turn 
Some  great  name  shall  make  you  burn, 
Some  great  memory  shall  rise 
With  a  son's  tears  to  your  eyes. 

Here  where  Liberty  and  Law 
Triumphed  over  tyrant  wrongs. 

Here  did  Coleridge  walk  with  awe 
Here,  and  sing  his  stately  songs; 

Here  did  Wordsworth  see  that  light 
Never  yet  on  sea  or  land, 

And  Shelley  take  his  harp  and  smite 
Wild  music  wonderful  and  grand. 

(Ye  who  follow  these,  whose  word 
Bears  the  ancient  light  along 

See  that  what  ye  write  accord 

With  the  soul  that  made  me  strong.) 
Here,  where  all  is  old  and  young. 
Here,  whence  all  of  ye  are  sprung. 
Take  your  ease  a  little  space 
With  my  sunshine  in  your  face, 
With  my  history  in  your  eyes. 
With  my  memories  and  my  ties. 
Binding  all  from  shore  to  shore, 
In  your  hearts  for  evermore. 
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VI 

O  welcome!     See  how  glad  I  am  ye  come, — 
The  darling  buds  of  May  break  into  bloom, 
Lilacs  and  roses  all  aflow  with  humming 
Banner  the  earth  with  joy  to  greet  your  coming. 
While  scent  of  hawthorns  shining  through  the  dale 
Goes  out  across  the  fields  to  give  you  Hail, 
And  o'er  the  pasture,  o'er  the  tillage,  high. 
The  lark  floods  Welcome  thro'  the  summer  sky; 
Severn  and  Avon,  Mersey,  Wharfe,  and  Clyde 
Shout  Welcome;  and  Old  Thames,  whose  littered 
tide 

Calls  those  grim  ships  that  bear  afar 

The  trophied  strength  of  Trafalgar, 
Where  the  great  Abbey  holds  all  pride,  all  sorrow. 
Utters  his  Ave,  and  abides  the  Morrow. 


BRITONS  BEYOND  THE  SEAS 

God  made  our  bodies  of  all  the  dust 

That  is  scattered  about  the  world, 
That  we  might  wander  in  search  of  home 

Wherever  the  seas  are  hurled : 
But  our  hearts  He  hath  made  of  English  dust, 

And  mixed  it  with  none  beside, 
That  we  might  love  with  an  endless  love 

The  land  where  our  kings  abide. 

And  tho'  we  weave  on  a  hundred  shores. 

And  spin  on  a  thousand  quays. 
And  tho'  we  are  truant  with  all  the  winds. 

And  gypsy  with  all  the  seas, 
We  are  touched  to  tears  as  the  heart  is  touched 

By  the  sound  of  an  ancient  tune 
At  the  name  of  the  Isle  in  the  Western  seas 

With  the  rose  on  her  breast  of  June. 

And  it's  O  for  a  glimpse  of  England 

And  the  buds  that  her  garden  yields, 
The  delicate  scent  which  her  hedges  wind, 

And  the  shimmering  green  of  her  fields, 
The  roll  of  her  downs  and  the  lull  of  her  streams, 

And  the  grace  of  her  dew-drenched  lawns, 
And  the  calm  of  her  shores  where  the  waters  wash 

Rose-tinted  with  her  thousand  dawns. 
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And  it's  O  for  a  glimpse  of  London  town, 

Tho'  it  be  through  the  fog  and  the  rain, 
The  loud-thronged  streets  and  the  glittering  shops, 

The  pageant  of  pomp  and  pain; 
And  it's  O  for  a  sight,  tho'  it  be  in  a  dream 

Of  the  Briton's  beacon  and  pride — 
The  cold  grey  Abbey  that  guards  our  ghosts 

On  Thames's  sacred  side. 


But,  lo,  we  have  buried  our  fathers  here. 

And  here  we  have  reared  our  sons. 
These  are  our  Bri tains,  and  here  the  word 

Of  the  British  people  runs; 
Wherefore  the  while  we  call  you  Home, 

And  dream  of  your  gentle  shires. 
We  are  rooted  here  by  the  smile  of  our  babes 

And  the  pilgrim  dust  of  our  sires. 

Out  of  the  grave  our  fathers  reach 

Dead  hands  to  hold  us  here, 
And  never  we  open  the  earth  with  tears 

But  the  land  becomes  more  dear — 
Sweet  with  memory,  brave  with  love, 

And  proud  with  the  hope  ahead 
That  our  sons  shall  be  stronger,  our  homes  more 
fair, 

When  we  go  down  to  the  dead. 

Loved,  you  are  loved,  O  England, 

And  ever  that  love  endures; 
But  we  must  have  younger  visions. 

And  mightier  dreams  than  yours; 
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Cleaner  Londons  and  wider  fields, 

And  a  statelier  bridge  to  span 
The  gulf  which  severs  the  rich  and  poor 

In  the  brotherly  ranks  of  Man. 

Yet  with  the  bolder  vision. 

We  cleave  to  you,  look  to  you  still, 
That  you  gather  our  scattered  toil  and  bind 

Our  strength  in  a  single  will; 
That  you  build  with  us  out  of  the  coasts  of  the 
earth, 

A  realm,  a  race,  and  a  rede 
That  shall  govern  the  peace  of  the  world  and  serve 

The  humblest  State  in  her  need. 

Haply  we  are  but  tools  in  the  Hand 

Of  a  Power  we  do  not  know, 
And  not  for  ourselves  we  plough  the  waste. 

And  not  for  ourselves  we  sow; 
Yet  by  the  vision  that  leads  us  on 

To  the  goal  of  a  single  State, 
We  are  blessed  that  our  own  great  weal  is  woofed 

With  strands  of  eternal  Fate. 

Come,  let  us  walk  together. 

We  who  must  follow  one  gleam, 
Come,  let  us  link  our  labours, 

And  tell  each  other  our  dream; 
Shakespeare's  tongue  for  our  counsels 

And  Nelson's  heart  for  our  task — 
Shall  we  not  answer  as  one  strong  man 

To  the  things  that  the  people  ask.? 
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Wreathe  only  roses  for  his  crown, 

England's  red  roses  wet  with  summer  tears, 

White  roses  for  his  innocent  years. 
And  yellow  roses  for  his  high  renown; 
Come,  let  us  heap  them,  white  and  red 
And  yellow,  o'er  the  Master's  head. 
And  by  his  folded  hands,  and  at  his  side, 
In  their  beauty  and  their  pride; 
Until  the  darkened  room  burns  sweet  and  bright 
Like  minster  windows  drinking  light. 
Till  the  dark  walls  of  death  respire 
The  scent  of  English  field,  the  breath  of  English  shire. 

His  way  was  over  mountains,  where  in  vain 

Time  strikes  his  hours  of  fear  and  pain; 

On  everlasting  hills  he  trod 

And  touched  the  forces  used  by  God, 

And  heard  the  eternal  strain; 

Yet  dearly  to  his  soul  he  drew 

The  winds  which  over  England  blew. 

And  ever  loved  her  more  and  more : 

Her  tender  garden,  her  illustrious  shore, 

Her  clustering  woods,  her  purple  hills, 

Her  broad  white  waters,  her  becoming  rills. 

Her  twinkling  pastures,  her  tempestuous  downs. 

And  all  the  rumble  of  her  toiling  towns; 
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But  more  than  these  he  loved,  he  understood, 

The  pioneers  of  English  blood, 

Their  strength,  their  patience,  their  rough  hold  on 

Right, 
Their  scorn  of  darkness,  their  desire  of  light, — 
The  power  that  never  yet  was  overthrown, 
Imperial  England,  wov'n  of  flesh  and  bone. 

With  solemn  joy  he  loved 
The  roll  of  England's  drum,  her  trumpet's  call, 
Her  ceaseless  march  that  subtlety  may  fall; 

But  nobler  sounds  his  spirit  moved, — 

The  godlike  strains 
That  consecrate  sweet  Avon's  plains; 
And  prouder  march  he  heard  with  grateful  ears 
In  Newton's  footsteps  thro'  the  spheres; 
The  God  in  Harvey's  brain  he  loved  to  bless, 
He  knelt  in  prayer  at  Caxton's  Press; 
The  toil  of  Darwin,  and  the  blessed  ease 
Simpson  and  Lister  breathed  on  fell  disease; 
The  iron  wheels  for  ever  hurl'd 
By  Stephenson . across  the  world; 
The  skies  of  Turner,  Shelley's  deathless  odes. 
The  heart  of  Livingstone,  the  mind  of  Rhodes; 
For  these,  our  English  sons,  he  gave  God  thanks, 
For  these  he  gloried,  marching  in  our  ranks; 
And  worked  for  England,  and  for  England  rose 
To  paint  at  dawn  till  evening's  close. 
And  ever  loved  the  sound  of  England's  name. 
And  ever  grew  more  proud,  more  jealous  for  her 
fame. 

He  passes  on;  his  powers  go 
To  paint  God's  thoughts  from  star  to  star, 
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And  England  glories,  smitten  by  death's  rod. 
To  give  so  strong  a  soul  to  God; 
Another  hero  from  this  gracious  place, 
Another  leader  from  this  stubborn  race, 
Another  prophet  from  our  Saxon  line. 
Another  godlike  man  who  makes  the  race  divine. 

Therefore  with  roses  does  she  come, 

England  the  mother,  England  of  the  sea. 
Not  with  vain  weeping,  and  not  stricken  dumb, 

So  sure,  so  certain  of  her  destiny; 
Rather  with  loud  Laudamus  and  with  flow'rs 
She  stands  amid  his  fallen  hours 
And  looks  across  the  seas,  and  round  the  world 
Wherever  courage  has  her  flag  unfurl'd, 
And  sees  his  lofty  message  call 
From  herder's  hut,  and  shepherd's  wall. 
And  knows  he  stands  with  those  who  wrought 
Her  provinces  of  law,  her  dynasty  of  thought. 
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Here  in  thy  gate,  Home  City  of  the  West, 
Enisled  with  beauty  that  the  sea  makes  strong, 

A  singer,  for  some  summer  hours  thy  guest, 
Breathes  at  thy  heart  his  love,  his  thanks,  his  song. 

So  good  to  the  ears  of  the  wind  and  sea  was  the 

speech  which  our  fathers  used 
That  its  notes  with  the  farthest  breeze  were  mixed, 

with  the  uttermost  tide  were  fused, 
And    better    than    sight    of    Britain's    flag    from    a 

thousand  bastions  flung 
Is  the  sound  in  the  gates  on  her  quay-linked  coasts 

of  the  conquering  English  tongue. 

For  many  a  year  on  many  a  sea  and  in  many  an 

alien  land. 
Wherever  is  need  of  a  fearless  brain  and  a  happening 

hefty  hand. 
Valley  and  mountain,  prairie  and  plain,  forest  and 

shore  have  rung 
With  the  pluck  which  mounts  in  our  British  blood 

and  sings  in  the  English  tongue. 

*  Written  and  first  published  in  Victoria,  British  Columbia. 
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The  mother  may  chide  with  the  Daughter  Lands, 

and  the  Daughter  Lands  rebel, 
But  peace  shall  be  made  in  the  golden  speech  that 

Shakespeare  used  as  a  spell. 
And  the  strife  shall  be  who  can  boldest  sing  the  song 

that  our  race  has  sung 
Since  it  learned  to  quarrel  and  fight  and  build  and 

love  in  the  English  tongue. 

Surely  it  is  to  this  English  song  that  India's  morning 

breaks, 
Surely  it  is  to  this  English  song  that  Egypt's  soul 

awakes; 
And  these,  with  the  younger  peoples,  grow  vigorous, 

glad  and  young 
As  they  learn  to  speak  with  the  fact  of  things  in  the 

strength  of  the  English  tongue. 

We  shall  go  down  to  the  great  white  dead,  down 

from  the  light  of  the  sun. 
When  our  wives  have  kissed  us  our  last  goodnight 

and  our  work  for  the  weans  is  done, 
But  for  ever  our  souls  shall  hear  the  song  of  a  nation 

with  fibres  strung 
Who  march  to  the  God  of  the  English  heart  to  the 

hymn  of  the  English  tongue. 


THE  KING'S   BALLAD 

L 

Hark!  a  strain  of  music  throbbing  thro'  the  roar  of 

London  town; 
O    the  golden   music   glancing    thro'  the    stress  of 
London  town! 
'Tis  a  frolic  summer  tune, 
'Tis  a  madrigal  of  June, — 
Hark,  the  turning  wheels  are  humming 
And  the  iron  hooves  are  drumming :  — 
Merry  men!   the  King  is  coming,  coming,  coming 

for  his  crown ! 
After    war    and    winter    sadness,    gentle   peace   and 

greenlit  gladness : 
Merry  men,  your  King  is  coming,  coming,  coming 
for  his  crown, — 
Down  the  leafy  paths  of  Spring 
Cometh  Summer  and  the  King, — 
Happy   Isle,  don  gay  apparel  and  make  ready  for 

your  King, — 
Weaving  festal  threads  of  glory  thro'   the  web  of 
England's  story; 
Let  your  heart  be  glad  and  sing! 
Let  your  merry  joy-bells  swing! 
Let  your  orchards  toss  their  blossoms  and  your  mossy 

greenwoods  ring, — 
For    the    Spring   brings   in    the   Summer,    and  the 

Summer  brings  the  King. 
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II 


To    the   dear   green   shores  of   England   beats   the 

glancing  summer  sea; — 
O    the    many   scattered   Englands   bosomed  on    th' 
eternal  sea! 
And  the  ships  sail  out  for  Home, 
Thro'  the  rustling  fields  of  foam, 
While  the  four  great  winds  run  climbing 
To  our  azure  heaven,  chiming 
From  afar  across  the  oceans,  English  voices  with  our 

Voice  of  Himalayan  eyry,  scorching  plain,  and  snow- 
swept  prairie, 
Voice  of  bivouac,  ranch  and  shanty  chiming  sweetly 
with  our  glee, — 
Homing  straight  to  England's  Spring, 
Wafting  homage  to  their  King; — 
Happy  Realm,    these  sons    have   challenged    bitter 

death  for  Home  and  King, — 
Weaving  deathless  strands  of  glory   thro'   the  web 
of  England's  story; 
Let  the  scattered  Britains  sing! 
Let  the  tow'rs  and  steeples  swing! 
Let   the    ships    strike    home    to    England    and   the 

sounding  oceans  ring, — 
For    the    Spring   brings   in    the   Summer,   and   the 
Summer  brings  the  King. 
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III 

Thro'  the  roaring  streets  of  London  .with  his  princes 

he  will  ride; 
With  his  lords  from  all  the  Britains  will  the  King 
of  England  ride; 
Thro'  the  gray  historic  streets 
Where  the  heart  of  Britain  beats, 
Where  the  looms  of  labour  thunder, 
Where  we  trample  idlesse  under, 
He  will  pass  from  out  the  Abbey  with  his  Lady  at 

his  side; 
From  the  solemn  high  oblation,  to  the  welcome  of 

the  nation, 
With  an  antique  pageant  splendid  and  his  Lady  at 
his  side : 
From  the  Blessing  from  above. 
To  the  roar  of  London's  Tove; — 
Happy  Town,  fling  off  your  travail  and  run  out  to 

meet  your  King, 
On  your  roofs  and  towers  hoary,  set  the  Flag  of 
England's  glory, 
Bid  your  children  dance  and  sing! 
Let  your  steeples  rock  and  swing! 
While  the  walls  hang  out  their  banners  and  the  long- 
drawn  highways  ring. 
For   the    Spring  brings    in   the    Summer,    and    the 
Summer  brings  the  King. 


A  WORLD  IN  TEARS 

A  reign  is  ended;   king  is  king  no  more. 

Great  majesty  of  state  withouten  breath 
Pales  to  the  mightier  majesty  of  death; 

Unkinged  he  lies  whom  yesterday  the  roar 

Of  cities  had  acclaimed  on  every  shore; 

Fate  sits  upon  his  throne,  all  dark  beneath, 
While  Peace  comes   trembling  with  a  cypress 
wreath 

And  Sorrow  touches  all  his  rich  and  poor. 

Look  how  to-day  no  little  group  is  sad 
But  all  mortality;  a  world  in  tears! 
Such  is  the  force  of  Kindness.     Now  weighed 
down, 

All  nations  and  all  natures,  good  and  bad. 

Lament  with  mourning  and  regret  with  fears 
The  kindest  man  that  ever  wore  a  crown. 
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Only  this  once,  this  once  with  sad  array 

He  comes  among  his  people  without  cheers; 
A  multitude  of  silence  moved  to  tears 

Aisles  the  dead  monarch  on  his  lonely  way; 
With  God  the  tablet  of  his  years, 

With  us  the  unshadowed  memory  of  his  sway. 


II 


Spare  no  pomp  and  miss  no  splendour, 
All  that  love  and  grief  can  render 
Yield  it  now  and  bear  the  King 
Grandly  to  his  burying; 
For,  behold  the  lamentations 
Of  the  foremost  of  the  nations. 
In  the  darkness  of  her  doom. 
Follow  England  to  the  tomb; 
Princes  puissant  and  august 
Ride  behind  this  royal  dust. 
Whose  great  glories  do  but  stand 

For  the  tears  of  each  his  land; 
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All  the  earth  with  one  accord 

Mourns  our  fallen  Sovereign  Lord, 

Yea,  we  bear  to  death's  dark  place 

Loss  to  all  the  human  race, 

An  empire's  woe,  the  world's  distress, 

Earth's  pang,  mankind's  unhappiness; 

Never  unto  King  did  fall 

Hitherto  such  burial. 

Therefore  with  most  solemn  state 

Just  and  due  to  one  so  great. 

With  purple  splendour  and  the  breath 

Of  music's  challenge  unto  death, 

Bear  our  noble  Lord  the  King 

Grandly  to  his  burying; 

Humanity  itself  is  gathered  round 

And  very  heaven  is  touched  with  weeping's  human 
sound. 


Ill 


O  England,  lifting  to  these  changeful  skies 
Thy  all-bereaved,  almost-summer  eyes. 

How  dear  and  gracious  were  to  him 

Thy  meadows  golden  to  the  rim 
Of  willowed  rivers  and  delicious  rills. 
Thy  honeyed  hedgerows  and  thy  fleecy  hills. 
Thy  woodlands  wafting  scents  on  every  breeze, 
Thy  flowing  lawns  and  immemorial  trees. 
Thy  nestling  hamlets,  and  their  sturdy  race. 
The  smile  of  England  bronzing  every  face; 

How  dear  to  him  thy  pastoral  life, 

Becalmed  from  wasteful  stress  and  strife; 

The  flowers  in  lattice  windows  seen. 
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The  valiant  sports  of  field  and  green, 
The  proudful  kine,  the  yellowing  grain, 
The  handing  lovers  in  the  lane, 
The  health-blest  toil  of  yard  and  byre. 
The  grandfer's  hive,  the  housewife's  fire. 
The  gabled  school  with  chorus  sound 
Of  useful  knowledge  unprofound. 
The  village  in  its  Sunday  best 
Keeping  the  ancient  day  of  rest. 
The  children's  treat,  the  old  wives'  tea. 
The  harvest  cheer  and  Christmas  glee. 
The  customs  handed  down  and  sent 
To  sanctify  sweetheart  Content; 
His  purest  moment  and  his  happiest  hours 
Were  thine.     O  weave  him  now  a  wreath  of  thy 
young  flowers. 


IV 


Ye  cities,  laying  street  to  street,  and  loud 

With  iron  Commerce  thundering  in  the  marts. 

Came  he  not  often  to  the  kindly  crowd 

And  smiled  a  blessing  on  their  million  hearts.** 

Knew  he  not  well  the  grappling  ways  ye  seek 
To  find  salvation  in  your  thick  distress, 
More  air,  less  death,  less  want,  more  happiness. 

To  colour  all  the  drab  of  every  week  ? 

This  was  the  labour  closest  to  his  love, — 

To  set  your  brave  and  myriad  poor  above 

All  gray  anxiety  and  spectral  fear 

When  sickness  fell  and  death  drew  near; 

No  house  of  pain,  no  bed  of  suffering. 

But  knew  the  earnest  pity  of  the  King; 
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No  wrongs  that  touched  you  but  did  make  him 

grieve, 
No  hopes  ye  clung  to  but  he  did  beheve, 
And  even  in  the  clash  of  faction  stood 
For  kindlier  justice  to  the  multitude. 

He  loved  your  brisk  and  thronging  ways, 
Your  careless  wit  and  capping  phrase, 
Your  cheerful  courage,  hardy  sense. 
Your  proud  disdain  of  violence; 
Your  women's  toil  that  keeps  above 
Your  heads  the  roof  of  rest  and  love; 
Your  roguish  children  quick  to  make 
The  jovial  sides  of  laughter  shake; 
Your  flaunting  shops  and  noisy  show. 
Your  streets  with  midnight  lamps  aglow; 
Your  work,  your  play,  your  fun,  your  strife, 
Your  rough  good  cheer  and  bustling  life; 
O  cities  far  and  wide,  to  you 
His  happy  human  heart  beat  true. 
For  you  he  toiled,  for  you  he  cared. 
And  all  your  joys  and  sorrows  shared. 
Come,  then,  ye  cities,  follow  in  his  train. 
Mourn   for    the   friendly    King   who   passes    not 
again. 


O  World  of  many  nations,  many  lands. 
Hast  thou  known  evil  at  these  folded  hands? 
What  discord  hath  he  sown  ?    What  havoc  wrought 
With  trampling  armies  or  malicious  thought? 
Hath  he  not  reigned  for  all  mankind,  and  m^ade 
Statecraft  no  more  the  plotter's  dangerous  trade. 
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But  Friendship  frankly  seeking  worthy  friends, 

For  kindly  purposes  and  noble  ends? 

He  brought  to  controversy  and  to  strife 

The  genial  smile  of  a  benignant  life. 

And  made  old  Hate  ashamed,  and  gently  led 

Suspicion  to  uplift  his  hanging  head. 

And  like  a  host  whose  very  smile  can  please 

Made  all  the  nations  guests  and  at  their  ease, 

Used  power  for  peace  and  all  his  charms  for  good, 

For  universal  trust  and  brotherhood. 

Therefore,  with  laurels  in  thy  divers  hands, 

O  world  of  many  nations,  many  lands, 

Draw  near,  and  make  his  tomb  till  history  cease 

The  nations'  sacred  shrine  of  unifying  peace. 

VI 

If  circling  love,  round  as  the  earth,  and  grief 

As  universal  as  mankind,  can  bring 
To  crushed  bereavement  merciful  relief. 

Can   quell   Grave's   victory   and   dull   Death's 
sting, 
O  widowed  Queen,  Queen  Mother  of  our  King, 
Whose  blameless  life,  thy  love  o'ershadowing, 
Leads  England  forward — surely  now  for  thee 
Comfort  is  borne  on  every  wind  that  blows 
And  wistful  flows 
On  all  the  tides  of  every  sea; 
Raise,  then,  thy  head  a  little  from  the  dark 
To  take  the  tender  consolation 
Of  every  land  and  every  nation. 
And  in  the  shadow  of  affliction  mark 
The  glory  of  the  heavens  unfurled 
For  him  who  goes  to  God  mourned  by  the  whole 
wide  world 


INVOCATION 

Heed  us,  great  God  of  Gods,  strong  King  of  Kings, 

Fount  of  all  life,  all  maintenance,  all  might. 
By  Whom  the  winds  go  forth,  and  ocean  rings. 
And  the  huge  sun  strides  heav'n  across  and  flings 

His  glory  at  the  feet  of  star-browed  night; 
Heed  us.  Omnipotent,  and  stretch  Thy  Hand 
With  blessing  on  this  hushed  and  kneeling  land. 

Heed  us,  great  God  of  Gods,  strong  King  of  Kings, 

Father  of  tenderness  and  love  and  care. 
Whose  bliss  in  innocence  and  beauteous  things. 
And  gracious  littleness  that  summer  brings 

Our    fields,    our    woods,    our    chanting    streams 
declare : 
Sweet  Lord  of  Beauty,  bow  Thy  heav'n  and  bless 
This  land  with  mercy,  peace,  and  gentleness. 


Heed  us,  great  God  of  Gods,  strong  King  of  Kings, 

Lord  of  unswerving  justice,  law,  and  right. 
For  Whom  destruction  rides  on  iron  wings. 
And  ruin  falls  with  clamant  shudderings. 

And  righteous  death  lifts  up  his  arm  to  smite; 
Eternal  Order,  hold  our  feet  from  wrong. 
Chastise  us  with  Thy  law  and  make  us  strong. 
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Sift  us  like  wheat,  that  we  may  still  attain, 
Purge  us  with  fire  that  we  may  yet  fulfil. 
Strengthen  our  hearts  with  struggle  and  with  strain, 
Give  us  great  ends,  and,  that  we  live  not  vain. 

Drive  us  before  the  surging  of  Thy  will; 
Let  us  not  halt,  O  God,  nor  go  astray. 
Thine  is  the  Kingdom,  Thine  alone  the  Way. 


THE    RED    SPLASH 

When  earth's  great  Limner  painted 

The  globe  upon  His  knee, 
There  fell  a  random  drop  of  red 

In  the  blue  of  the  sounding  sea; 
In  the  blue  of  the  sounding  sea,  brave  boys, 

O!   heed  you  now  with  care, — 
Because  the  splash  was  very  small, 

Why,  the  Painter  left  it  there! 

Then  here^s  a  health  for  all  to  drinky 

Whatever  he  their  tap, — 
To  our  fathers  bold,  to  the  world  we  hold. 

And — the  little  red  splash  on  the  map! 

When  first  our  gallant  fathers 

Forsook  their  mother's  knee, 
They  left  that  jolly  splash  of  red 

For  the  blue  of  the  sounding  sea; 
For  the  blue  of  the  sounding  sea,  brave  boys, 

But  mark  you  now  with  care — 
They  bore  red  paint  where'er  they  went 

And — they  always  left  it  there! 

Then  here^s  a  health  for  all  to  drink. 

Whatever  he  their  tap, — 
To  our  fathers  hold,  to  the  world  we  hold, 

And — the  little  red  splash  on  the  map! 
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Our  fathers  were  such  painters. 

They  used  the  brush  so  free, 
That  now  the  map  is  mostly  red, 

Save  the  blue  of  the  sounding  sea; 
Save  the  blue  of  the  sounding  sea,  brave  boys. 

O!  did  our  sires  despair? 
Because  they  could  not  paint  the  waves — 

Why,  they  left  their  banner  there. 

Then  here^s  a  health  for  all  to  drink, 

Whatever  he  their  tap, — 
To  our  fathers  hold,  to  the  world  we  hold. 

And — the  little  red  splash  on  the  map; 
Then  here^s  a  health  for  all  to  drink. 

Whatever  he  their  tap, — 
To  Canada,  Australasia — Drink! 
To  India,  Africa — link  by  link. 

And — the  little  red  splash  on  the  map. 


I 


THE  EAGLE 

What  bird  shakes  off  the  solid  earth  as  thou, 

Who  from  the  viewless  pinnacle  dost  spring, 
Beating  thy  lonely  way  to  heaven's  white  brow. 

On  slow,  deliberate,  wide-stretched  wing? 
Upward  thou  soarest,  till  the  winds  are  spent. 

Upward  and  up,  till  in  unruffled  space 
Thou  hangest,  lord  of  all  the  argent  air. 
Caught  into  Solitude's  forlorn  embrace. 

Where  none  the  silence  and  the  exile  dare — 
Jehovah's  intervenient  firmament. 

To  thee  all  other  birds  are  as  the  flies 

Whereon  they  feed;  with  what  unvexed  disdain 
Thou  hearest,  in  the  pageant  of  the  skies. 
Impotent  ripples  of  the  lark's  low  strain ! 
Thou,  thou  art  silent  while  these  twitterers  sing; 
Thine  is  the  mountain  summit,  theirs  the  bough; 
They    have    the    grove,    thou,    heaven's    wide 
empery; 
They  have  their  glitter,  thou,  thy  victor's  wing; 
They  have  their  frolics,  thy  dominion,  thou; 
A  tune  is  in  their  throats,  a  fire  in  thee. 

Ambition  is  thy  heritage  of  birth; 

Thou  holdest  to  a  goal  for  aye  unwon — 
Thy  habitation  on  the  boisterous  earth. 

Thy  lidless  gaze  set  ever  on  the  sun ! 

^  F   2 
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For  thee  this  crumbling  orb,  this  dust  in  space, 
Of  restless  seasons,  changeful  day  and  night, 
Is  but  a  stone  upon  thy  homeless  road — 
A  couch,  a  larder,  and  a  tarrying-place. 

Where  thou  dost  dream  of  an  eternal  flight 
Thro'  zones  that  echo  but  the  wings  of  God. 

What's  in  the  sun  to  draw  thy  tireless  aims. 

That  thou  dost  gaze  upon  it  without  rest? 
Dost  dream  to  strike  thy  talons  thro'  its  flames, 

And  drag  it  smouldering  to  thy  craggy  nest? 
Or,  is't  to  thee,  as  to  Endymion 

The  pallid  moon — an  ecstasy,  a  love, 

A  soul  with  whom  to  mingle  sighs  and  tears? 
Or,  is  thy  wide  ambition  all  above 

Such  trivial  dreams  ?  Wouldst  thou  invade  the  sun 
To  reign  high  emperor  of  all  the  spheres  ? 

Inscrutable  thy  thought;  but  this  we  guess 

Who  mark  with  aching  eyes  thy  dizzy  course. 
Thou  wouldst  be  rid  of  teasing  storm  and  stress, 

Thou'dst  look  behind  the  film  of  Law  and  Force; 
As  we,  too,  long  for  supersensual  life. 

As  we,  too,  long  for  knowledge  of  the  plan. 
To  see  the  Hand  that  all  this  seed  hath  sown — 
We  who  are  tripped  by  weeds  in  mortal  strife, 

We  who  in  time's  swift  momentary  span 
Oft  hunger  to  be  quiet,  and  alone. 

Up,  up  thou  soarest,  circling  thro'  the  air ! 

Hark !  to  that  lonely,  that  soul-shuddering  scream ' 
Is  it  the  cry  of  victory,  or  despair  ? 

Is  it  self-mockery  of  a  vainful  dream? 
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Up,  up  thou  soarest !    up,  with  matchless  flight, 
Up,  thro'  the  blinding  radiance  of  the  sun ! 

Now  in  high  heaven  transfixed,  now  sailing  slow, 
Now  wheeling  swift,  and  now  beyond  all  sight. 
Ah !  kingdoms  o'er  the  battle,  never  won ! 
Ah!  quiet  aery  in  the  storms  below! 


THE   MOAT    DEFENSIVE 


■m 


NELSON'S    PRAYER 

**  May  the  Great  God,  whom  I  worship,  grant  to 
my  country,  and  for  the  benefit  of  Europe  in  general, 
a  great  and  glorious  victory :  and  may  no  misconduct 
in  any  one  tarnish  it;  and  may  humanity  after  victory 
he  the  predominant  feature  in  the  British  Fleet.  For 
myself  individually,  I  commit  my  life  to  Him  that 
ade  me,  and  may  hlis  blessing  alight  on  my  en- 
^deavours  for  serving  my  country  faithfully.  To  Him 
1  resign  myself,  and  the  just  cause  which  is  intrusted 
0   me  to   defend.     Amen.    Amen.    Amen."*"* 


The  steadiest  invocation,  grandest  of  English  prayers, 
Which  ever  moved  to  mighty  God  aloft  his  shining 

stairs. 
Was  prayed  by  our  great  Captain,  in  his  cabin  all 

alone, 

I  When  forward  to    the  foeman's  line  his  humming 
[  ships  were  blown. 

I       O,  think  you,  gallant  seamen, 
r  O,  think  you  everywhere. 

When  round  the  world  destruction's  hurled. 
Of  great  Lord  Nelson's  prayer. 

His  plan  was  laid  for  battle — what  Captain  there 
would  fail  ? 
The  will  of  Admiral  Nelson  drove  fast  in  every  sail; 
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And  swift  across  the  waters  the  furious  warships  trod, 
While  in  his  lonely  cabin  Lord  Nelson  talked  with 
God. 

O,  think  you^  gallant  seamen. 

He  felt  old  Death  beside  him,  he  knew  his  end  was 

near; 
The  ghost  of  Doom  stood  grimly  and  watched  the 

dying  prayer; 
But  only  for  his  country  he  dreaded  then  to  err, 
Not  for  himself  Lord  Nelson  prayed — his  love  was 

all  for  her. 

O,  think  yoUy  gallant  seamen. 

His   road    was    trodden    over,    but    England's    lay 

ahead — 
God's  mercy   on   his   stumbles,  God's   strength   for 

England's  tread! 
'*  Now  grant   her  glorious   victory,"   so   wrote  the 

Admiral's  pen, 
'*  Now  grant  I  do  my  duty.   Amen.   Amen.   Amen." 

O,  think  yoUy  gallant  seamen. 

He  stood  amidst  the  battle,  his  stars  were  on  his 

breast, 
The  great  guns  shook  the  heavens,  the  flames  roared 

east  and  west; 
Red  slaughter  sailed  the  ocean,  destruction  rode  the 

air — 
The  fate  of  our  great  England  hung  then  on  Nelson's 

prayer. 

O,  think  yoUy  gallant  seamen. 
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The  tall  ships  crashed  together,  and  loud  above  the 

groans 
Out-rang  Trafalgar's  thunders,  her  lightnings  lit  the 

zones. 
And    'midst    the    splintering  havoc  Lord    Nelson's 

spirit  shed 
A  splendour  round  the  living,  a  glory  o'er  the  dead. 

O,  think  you^  gallant  seamen. 

(And  when  Death  touched  his  spirit — the  blow  he 
I  could  not  shun! 

*'  Not  yet,"  cried  dying  Nelson,  "  until  the  day  be 

won!  " 
And  not  until  they  told  him  the  day  was  England's 

day 
The  soul  of  Admiral  Nelson  passed  gladly  on  its  way. 

O,  think  you^  gallant  seamen. 


ow  let  us  love  our  country  that  breeds  such  gallant 

men. 
Now  let  us  serve  her  stanchly  as  Nelson  served  her 

then; 
Thus  in  our  work  for  England,  if  we  be  Nelson's 

heirs. 
The  three  Amens  of  Victory  shall  answer  all  our 

prayers. 

O,  think  yoUy  gallant  seamen^ 

O,  think  you  everywhere^ 
When  round  the  world  destruction'^ s  hurPd^ 

Of  our  great  Nelson^s  prayer. 


GROUNDS   OF  THE    "TERRIBLE" 

[On  the  death  of  First-Class  Petty  Officer  Grounds,  of 
H.M.S.  Terrible^  the  best  shot  with  a  heavy  gun  in  the 
British  Navy.  Grounds'  wages  were  three  shillings  per  day,  and 
for  the  unparalleled  achievement  of  making  8  shots  in  one  minute, 
in  1 90 1  with  the  6in.  gun,  and  7  hits  out  of  8  rounds  in  one  minute, 
under  most  unfavourable  weather  conditions  in  1902,  he  received  in 
all  the  magnificent  remuneration  of  \s.  9^.  and  6/.  3*2'.  in  the  two 
years,  <*hi8  proper  share  of  prize  money. "3 

The  statesman  at  the  council^  and  the  gunner  at  the 
breech : 
The  hand  upon  the  parchment,  and  the  eye  along 
the  sight: 
O  the  cry  is  on  the  waters — Have  ye  weighed  the 
worth  of  each  ? 
Have  ye  shown  a  mandate  stronger  than  capacity 
to  smite  ? 


He  was  the  best  with  a  heavy  gun  in  the  whole  of 

the  British  Fleet, 
And  the  run  of  his  pay  ? — :Three  shillings  a  day,  with 

biscuit  and  salted  meat; 
He  was  the   man  who  could   pitch  his   shell   on   a 

mark  that  was  never  still 
Eight  times  true  while  a  minute  flew  and  Parliament 

whittled  the  bill; 
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He  was  a  man  who  could  soothe  a  gun  in  the  race 

of  a  swirling  tide, 
Who  could  chime  his  shots  with  the  charging  knots 

of  a  ship  with  a  dripping  side, 
Who  could  get  to  his  mark  from  a  jerking  deck  that 

never  a  moment  stood. 
Content  to  hear,  for  a  Bisley  cheer,  a  midshipman's 

muttered,  ''Good." 

Never  his  eye  will  steady  now  thro'  the  spray  and 

Pthe  whistling  rain 
o    loose    the    scream  from  the  foaming   lips  and 
splinter  the  mark  in  twain; 
ever  again  will  he  win  his  share  in  the  prize  that 
my  lords  assign — 
Six-and-three  in  a  single  year,  and  once— it  was  one- 

and-nine! 
He  has  fired  the  last  of  the  saving  shells  that  the 

saving  State  allowed. 
He  has  turned  from  the  roar  of  the  six-inch  bore  to 

the  hush  of  the  hammock-shroud, 
And  never  a  bell  in  England  tolled,  and  who  was 
it  caught  his  breath 
^    When  the  Shot  o'  the  Fleet  first  dipped  his  feet  m 
W  the  flooding  ford  of  Death  ? 

IRjladder,  I  think,  would  the  gunner's  soul  have  passed 

thro'  the  closing  dark 
Had  he  known  that  ye  cared  with  patriot  joy  when 

the  Navy  hit  the  mark; 
Gladder,  I  think,  would  the  gunner's  soul  have  passed 

to  the  farther  shore 
Had  the  Mother-Land  once  gripped  his  hand,  and 

uttered  the  pride  she  bore; 


8o  FIGHTING    LINES 

Gold  is  the  prize  that  all  men  seek,  tho'  the  mark 

be  honour  and  fame; 
Declare— Have  ye  spurred  by  a  gift  or  a  word  the 

terrible  gunners'  aim? 
Will  ye  care  to  know  what  the  men  can  do  when 

the  hosts  of  hate  embark? 
What  of  your  sons  at  the  old  sea-guns  ?— Have  ye 

cared  if  they  hit  the  mark? 


A    BALLAD    OF    FAREWELL 

\        On  the  Retirement  of  Admiral  Lord  Fisher 

Silent  he  came  from  the  roar  of  the  sea,  and  now 

•         from  the  desk  he  goes, 
s  silent,  as  calm,  as  steadfast,  with  never  a  mock 
for  his  foes; 
On  from  the  Victory'' s  sacred  deck,  he  has  moved  to 

a  noble  fate — 
He  governed  the  sea  with  wisdom,  and  with  honour 
he  served  the  State. 

I    He  found  the  Fleet  on  a  cruising  trip,  set  out  on 
\  the  seven  seas, 

'    1  linted  as  fine  as  a  festal  gown,  tricked  out  like  a 
maid  to  please; 
And   he   called  the    ships   from  their   dancing,   and 
mm^        steadied  them  up,  and  hurled 
■■The  thunder  of  all  their  cannon  by  the  five  great 
IB         Gates  of  the  World. 

1    Scattered  no  more,  but  mighty,  they  mass  at  each 

vital  Gate, 
And  leave  the  paint  for  the  twelve-inch  gun,  and 

hit  the  mark  while  they  wait; 
And  panic  assails  his  wisdom,  folly  and  jealousy  gird, 
But  he  looks  at  the  battered  target  and  answers  them 

never  a  word. 
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He  has  taken  our  naval  Chaos  and  given  it  Aim 

and  Form, 
He  has  kept  his  course  in  the  whirlwind,  and  stuck 

to  his  guns  in  the  storm; 
Vote-catching  slander  and  malice  each   inch  of  his 

path  have  blocked, 
But  only  the  paint-pot  suffered,  and  only  the  target 

rocked. 

Under  his  moving  finger  our  sailors,  with  never  a 

peer. 
Have  marched  'neath  the  star  of  Nelson  as  gunner 

and  engineer; 
Brave  as  their  sires,  but  defter,  quicker,  more  skilled 

by  far. 
They  have  followed  their  Sea  Lord's  leading  as  he 

has  followed  the  star. 

Never  was  greater  master  of  the  craft  and  toil  of 

the  sea. 
Never  was  wiser  servant  of  the  years  that  are  yet 

to  be; 
Glory  to  him  and  honour,  now  and  in  days  to  come, 
Tears  in  the  eyes  of  England,  and  the  tongue  of  the 

carper  dumb. 

Sir,    when   you  get    to   Heaven   the    first   shall   be 

Nelson's  hand 
That  stretches  a  mighty  welcome  and  hastens  your 

soul  to  land : 
And  tho'  there  be  no  more  sea,  and  at  that  the  twain 

of  you  chafe. 
You  shall  sit  with  your  life-long  Hero,  and  tell  him 

that  England's  safe. 


THE  SEA  MOTHERS 

Goelans!     Goelans!  , 

Ramenez-vous  nos  marisy  et  nos  amuns! 


The  Black  Ship  hung  before  the  wind 
Weighed  down  by  many  a  bone, 

Ten  thousand  thousand  women  there 
Filled  the  foul  skies  with  moan, 

While  round  the  listless  purple  sails 
The  mournful  gulls  were  blown. 


The  women  cried.  We  have  sailed  the  sea 

Since  first  a  dawn  was  red, 
And  cast  our  nets  across  the  waste 

And  gathered  in  our  Dead; 


Bone  by  bone  from  a  hundred  tides 
We  have  gathered  in  the  toll. 

But  never  yet  our  bleeding  net 
Has  clasped  a  missing  soul. 
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Lord  God  hath  got  no  mother's  heart 

To  cheat  poor  women  so, 
His  laugh  is  in  these  empty  skulls 

That  mock  us  as  we  go. 


In  vain  we  cast  our  nets  in  Time 
And  drag  the  wounding  years; 

We  only  rob  the  sea  of  bones 
And  pay  it  with  our  tears! 

A  little  wind  blew  up  the  spray, 
The  Black  Ship  rose  and  fell; 

A  tremor  shook  the  purple  sails, 
A  sound  came  off  the  swell, 

And  the  gulls  whirled  up  into  the  air 
And  screamed  the  sailor's  knell. 


And  now  the  Black  Ship  caught  the  tide 

And  stept  into  the  sweep. 
While  the  full  gale  filled  every  sail 

And  thrust  her  thro'  the  deep. 

They  crashed  thro'  every  smoking  sea 

They  flung  the  deeps  aside. 
Until  they  reached  the  End  of  All 

Where  the  tall  rocks  abide. 

And  when  they  saw  the  rocks  ascend 

And  heard  the  seamews'  cry. 
They  rent  their  clothes  and  feared  their  God 

Full  knowing  they  must  die. 
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Straight  to  the  steadfast  rocks  they  bore 

Where  back  the  tempest  swings, 
And  the  gulls  uprose  like  hurtling  snows 

And  filled  the  air  with  wings, — 
Uprose  the  wings  and  cries  above 

The  mad  sea's  thunderings. 


The  women  cried, — But  bones  to  show, 

And  now  the  ship  must  break 
That  has  sailed  the  sea  since  God  first  robbed 

A  heart  for  ocean's  sake. 

But  while  they  mourned  the  wheeling  gulls 
Swept  down  and  closed  them  in. 

And  a  soft  joy  beset  their  fears 
Like  mercy  after  sin. 

And  lo,  those  birds  became  as  souls 

With  light  and  glory  crowned, 
A  winged  host  of  all  the  lost 

Since  first  a  man  was  drowned. 


And  as  the  ship  drove  toward  the  rocks 
The  air  with  wings  was  riven 

So  that  it  seemed  an  organ  blew 
Great  harmonies  to  Heaven. 


And  those  poor  mothers  on  the  deck 
Grew  glad  beneath  the  rod, 

And  shouted  thro'  the  wings  and  rocks 
Laudamus  unto  God. 
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Then  did  the  tall  rocks  rend  apart 
Like  harbour  gates  set  wide, 

And  they  beheld  a  green-lit  shore 
Dipped  in  a  golden  tide; 

And  on  before  them  flew  the  souls 
Into  that  happy  place, 
*        And  the  tall  rocks  rolled  back  behind 
And  locked  them  into  grace. 


I 


I 

I 
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THE    HANDY    MAN 

We've  seen  him  dragging  his  guns  along  in  the  Agri- 
cultural Flail, 
Trotting  about  in   the  soundless  tan  as  though  he 

were  playing  at  ball, 
But  none  of  us  saw  him  in  far  Natal,  tugging  away 

at  his  load 
Through  the  ruts  in  the  road  which  the  rain  had  cut, 

and  where  there  was  never  a  road : 
Nobody  heard  it  or  saw  it,  and  there  wasn't  a  band 

to  play, 
But  he  landed  'em  up  at  Ladysmith  from  the  cruiser 

down  in  the  bay; 
And  just  when  the  guns  were  needed,  and  the  real 

big  fight  began, 
With  a  nod  to  the  lad  in  the  khaki  coat,  up  doubles 

the  Handy  Man. 


Handy  afloat^  handy  ashore^  handier  still  in  a  hole^ 
Ready  to  swarm  up  a  mountain-side^  or  walk  on  a 

greasy  pole; 
Lugging  a  gun  through  a  desert^  scrubbing  a  deck 

milk-white, 
Jack    is    the    man   for    a    children's    romp  and   the 

awkward  hour  of  a  fight. 
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He  finds  the  range  in  the  time  it  takes  to  cock  his 

eye  on  the  foe. 
He  stands  as  stiff  as  a  Noah's  Ark  till  his  officer 

says  "  Let  go!  " 
And  as  soon  as  he  hits  where  he's  told  to  hit,  and 

somebody  says  **  Well  done," 
He  turns  with  a  click  to  the  right-about,  and  trundles 

away  with  his  gun. 
His  eye  is  the  eye  of  the  eagle  that  sees  and  knows 

from  afar. 
His    hand  is   as  swift   as  the  hand  that  smote   the 

triumph  of  Trafalgar, 
And  the  heart  is  the  heart  of  the  lion  that  hides  in 

the  glorious  dress 
Where  the  only  gold  is  the  name  he  loves  with  its 

pennon  of  H.M.S. 

Handy   afloat^   handy   ashore,  sleeps  like  a   babe  in 

his  bunk, 
Ready  to  dance  and  ready  to  fight,  and  never  been 

known  to  funk; 
Tugging  his  gun  behind  him,  he^s  fighting  his  way 

to  Heaven — 
Doing  the  thing  he  is  told  to  do,  to  the  tune  of  the 

Four-point'Sev^n. 

He  does  not  say  what  he  means  to  do  when  the  wires 

and  the  cables  buzz. 
It  isn't  the  way  of  the  Handy  Man  to  talk  of  the 

thing  he  does. 
And  it  isn't  the  way  of  the  Handy  Man  when  the 

thing  he  does  is  done, 
To  stick  out  his  chest  like  a  Prussian  lord  and  buck 

of  the  fight  that's  won. 
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He  keeps  to  the  sea  does  the  Handy  Man  when  the 

clouds  are  packed  for  a  squall. 
But  he  comes  with  his  gun  from  the  ends  of  the  earth 

when  the  bugles  give  him  a  call; 
And  the  babe  sleeps  sound  in  her  cot  o'  nights,  and 

the  trader  may  plot  and  plan, 
For    under   the    stars   that    Nelson    watched    is   the 

sentinel  Handy  Man. 


Handy  afloat^  handy  ashore^  easiest  soul  to  please^ 
Ready  to  straddle  a  merry-go-round  or  ride  on  the 

plunging  seas; 
Son  of  this  sea-girt  garden,  ward  of  the  world-wide 

breed, 
Jack  is  the  man  for  the  midnight  watch  and  the  hour 

of  the  Empire\<;  need. 


THE  NAVY'S  CRADLE 

Dedicated  to  the  Boys  of  the  Royal  Hospital  School 
at  Greenwich 

Trafalgar  Road  in  Greenwich  runs   out  of    Nelson 
Street, 
And  it's  there  the  Navy's  cradle  may  be  seen, 
Where  the  little  Jack  is  nurtured  who  will  one  day 
man  our  Fleet, 
And  it's  sure  he'll  keep  the  decks  of  Britain  clean. 
At  the  desk  in  sombre  serges  while  a  nibbled  pen  he 
sucks 
Jacky's  learning  how  to  read  and  how  to  write, 
And  with  cutlass  and  with  carbine  in  his  variegated 
ducks 
He  is  learning  how  to  dr^'ll  and  how  to  fight. 

He  can  pedal  at  a  Singer  when  it  comes  to  stitching 
clothes. 
He  can  knot  and  he  can  splice  and  he  can  cook. 
He  is  carpenter  and  blacksmith,  and  the  jolly  young- 
ster knows 
Every  signal  in  the  Royal  Navy's  book; 
All  the  flags  of  all  the  nations  Master  Jack  has  got 
in  stock. 
And  it's  O  the  things  they've  packed  into  his  mind ! 
He   can   make   the   toughest   paunch-mat,   mend   a 
window  or  a  sock. 
And  he's  up  to  all  the  dodges  of  the  wind. 
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He  has  names  we  never  hear  of  for  the  common  things 
of  hfe, 
And  he  doesn't  always  call  a  mop  a  mop, 
It's  a  chunk  of  toke  he  butters  with  his  Governmental 
knife, 
But  the  butter  is  not  butter,  it  is  flop; 
O'er  his  shirt  he  pulls  a  jumper,  on  his  head  he  sticks 
a  goss — 
Such  a  playful  little  humour  he  has  got! 
He's  a  mason,  he's  a  baker,  and  he's  only  at  a  loss 
When  you  order  him  to  tell  you  what  he's  not. 


He  can  march  like  any  Gordon,  knows  the  hang  of 
Army  things. 
And  his  father's  little  quicker  in  a  boat, 
He's  as  proud  as  any  gunner  that  his  jacket  is  the 
King's, 
And  he  swims — about  as  nat'ral  as  a  float. 
With  his  toys  of  guns  and  rigging  jolly  Jacky  loves 
to  romp 
In  the  rooms  that  smell  of  cordage  and  of  tar, 
While  his  nurses  preach  the  gospel  and  the  glory  and 
the  pomp 
Of  the  life  aboard  a  British  Man-o'-War. 


You  may  sail  the  wide  world  over  but  you'll  never 
clap  your  eyes 
On  a  cradle  like  the  crib  where  Jacky  crows, 
i\nd  you'll  never  find  a  bantling  half  so  cunning  and 
so  wise 
As  the  little  chap  who  lies  in  it  and  grows. 
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With  his  goss  pulled  on  his  eyebrows,  in  his  ducks  of 
doubtful  white, 
With  his  chubby  hands  laid  easy  on  his  hips, 
He  is  waiting  till  we  tell  him  that  it's  time  to  go  and 

That  we'll  trust  him  with  Britannia's  pretty  ships. 

O  the  joyful  waves  come  leaping  to  the  shingle  and 
the  sand, 
Rock  the  cradle,  rock  the  cradle,  Jack's  asleep! 
O  the  gallant  Fleet's  abuilding  which  will  answer  to 
his  hand 
When  he's  rocking  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep; 
When  he's  rocking  in  the  cradle  where  the  ships  of 
Britain  go, 
Where  they  went  in  valiant  days  of  wood  and  sail; 
O  there's  steam  upon  the  ocean,  but  the  iron  line's 
aglow 
With  the  blood,  the  ancient  blood,  that  cannot  fail ! 


A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL 

Old  Santa  Claus  leans  from  the  hills  in  the  moon 

And  shakes  his  white  head  o'er  the  earth. 
And — they're  just  as  they  were,  sighs  the  saint,  when 
last  year 
I  trolled  them  my  carol  of  mirth; 
Still  that  gunpowder  smell  in  the  musical  East, 

The  moustache  of  the  German  uptwirled, 
America  rife  with  the  strenuous  life. 

And  fair  France  into  crises  still  hurled — 

O,  this  world! 
Every  sabre  is  drawn,  every  bayonet  fixed,  every  rag 
of  a  flag  is  unfurled. 

Kettledrum,  cannon,  and  booming  shells, 
I  peal  you  out  with  my  Christmas  bells, 

Ding-a-ring,  ring-a-ding;    Peace  on  earth. 
Life  flies  by  while  you  fum.e  and  rage; 
Ere  you  read  the  proem  Death  turns  the  page; 

Ding-a-ring,  ring-a-ding;  Man's  for  mirth. 

And  England,  that  sea-scented  garden  of  joy, 
Where  life  was  once  rich  with  delight. 

Is  a  tangle  of  fads  where  hot  Tories  and  Rads 
Put  laughter  and  revel  to  flight; 
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Her  books  are  all  foggy  with  problems  of  sex, 

With  despair  all  her  papers  o'erflow, 
And  her  parsons  declare  she's  a  Pagan;    I  swear 
She's  a  precious  dull  Pagan  if  so. 

O,  no! 
She's  a  glum  Plymouth  Sister  eternally  prim,  every 
strain  in  her  brain  strung  to  woe! 

Problem,  Crisis,  and  Tract  for  the  Times 
I  ring  you  out  with  my  Christmas  chimes; 

Ding-a-ring,  ring-a-ding;  Peace  on  earth. 
M'errie  England  must  hate  the  dark. 
And  her  heart  be  light  as  the  song  of  her  lark; 

Ding-a-ring,  ring-a-ding;  Man's  for  mirth. 

But — clash  and  commotion,  and  flurry  and  fret, 

All's  envy,  contention,  and  strife; 
Neither  spiders  nor  bees  sin  so  sadly  as  these 

In  molesting  the  leisure  of  life. 
Ah,  mortals,  put  traffic  and  worry  away 

And  don  the  glad  vesture  of  light; 
Waste  no  longer  your  breath  on  vain  questions,  for 
Death 
Will  put  you  and  infinity  right; 

He's  so  bright, 
You  have  only  to  wait  till  he  raps  on  your  door. 
But,  O  men,  until  then  seek  Delight. 

Merriment,  friendship,  and  love's  full  life, 
I  ring  you  in  through  the  old  world's  strife; 

Ding-a-ring,  ring-a-ding;  Peace  on  earth. 
All  men  merry,  and  all  States  one 
In  a  cosmic  frolic  beneath  the  sun. 

Ding-a-ring,  ring-a-ding;  Man's  for  mirth. 


War  exalts  and  cleanses:  it  lifts  man  from  the  mud! 
Ask  God  what  He  thinks  of  a  bayonet  dripping  blood. 

By    War    the    brave    are    tested^    and    cowards   are 

disgraced! 
Show  God  His  ozvn  image  shrapnel^d  into  paste. 

Fight  till  tyrants  perish,  slay  till  brutes  are  mild! 
Then  go  zvash  the  blood  off  and  try  to  face  your  child. 
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